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SHEET 

FULL OF 

RARE POESY, &c. 



P O E M A. 



M 



AY I be hang'd upon the glittering cock, 
That on the top of Mary's * church doth mock 
All winds that whiffle, whether odd or'even, 
From forth the four fhrill corner-mouths of Heav'n; 
And may the Jackdaw, bird of tuneful note, 
Striking hi <;Jnec-o£._jeJ-. deep ..in my. throaty 
Delve thefe two eyes out with his beak of horn, 
Tid bits to feed his chickens newly born ; 
And may old Boreas a loud blaft let forth, ' 
From out the dark blue gate-way of the North, 
Rending this carcafe piece-meal day by day, , 
Bear rag by rag upon his wings away 1 
"Tis done ! — Dead drunk in her debaucheries, 
Flat on her back fee Alma Mater lies ! 
See how the mid-day Sun fhines down her throat ! 
How loud (he fnores ! Pray'rs, Ledures, all forgot ! 

* St. Mary's Church, in the High-ftrect, Oxford. 
B 
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* Isis t for ihame ! do call a brace of Naids ; 
A pair of adiive, ftirring, handy jades ; 
Quick ! bid them fill their aprons full of rufhes, 
And hide this drunken matron from our blufhes : 
And, fsis I when they've got th* old girl in hand, 
Do bid them take a brufti, fome foap and fand, 
And fcour her thoroughly, and change her clothes — 
She ftinks ) a man a mile needs ftop his Nose I 

Hail Oxford ! Royal wench 1 in pride fo big F 
Say, have cats kitten'd in Religion's wig ? 
And that grave lady, Dame Morality, 
Had her backfide turn'd upwards to the (ky ? 
Why, thou old brandy-faced blowzy jade ! 
Thy merry boys drive on a noble trade f 
Good faith ! thou feed'ft a roaring Nursery 1 
Tho* not their pray'rs, their riots fliake the (ky. 
And at thofe doors, on gems whofe hinges twirl, 
Whofe very pofts, we read, are wrought of pearl, 

Peter IS fbrc*d ta ehim < an d clank hi e k « yo, . _ . 

Left he (hould hear thy children's blafphcmies I 

Say, good old nurfe, with what a noble fpice 

Thou clov'ft thy Pap that makes babes* fpirits rife, 

Strengthens their voice, mfpires them courage bolder 

Than ftaunch Pelides, tlpe fam'd Grecians , foldier ? 

And as that hearty fhaver with his ftaff, 

On t'other fide their mouths made Trojans laugh; 

And with his fkein, fo trufty and fo true, 

Did ftick whole troops pf flaring Priam's crew ; 

As bravely thefe thy Chits, with clubs of lead, 

Knock honeft duns and prodtors on the head ; 

*■ A river that waflies Oxford's feet. 
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Cocks, hens, geefe, turkies, ducks and fucking pigs, 

The very devil, I think, roofts in their wigs ! 

Good boys love fun. — One day a troop of blockheads 

BawlM /till they (hook the planets in their fockets ; 

I ftar'd — Ye gods, bear witnefs to my fpeechesl 

And faw, with fquibs and crackers at his breeches :— 

Who the devil, reader, can'ft thou guefs I faw 

His tail be-cracker'd thus? — Old Statute Law. 

The grave old gentleman, in all this buftle, 

Reader, did not fo much as wag one mufcle. 

Fiz ! fiz ! crack ! crack ! bounce ! bounce ! oon's ! what 

a clatter ! 
How Fun's mouth at the jovial fport did water ! 
At once how Oxford pour'd forth all her whores ! 
How bawds came waddling from a thoufand doors 
To fee the fight, and feoff at the old boy, 
And fhook their fmocks and aprons all for joy ! 
Hoax ! hoax ! was then the cry, and down the ftreet 
A troop in boots, and buck-fkin breeches neat, 
With dreadful din rufh'd o*iet th* affngfited'ltones, 
Their horfes* hoofs rais'd fire and mud at once ! 
And, as I fhou'd the firft of all have fung, 
A monftrous mafliff, urg'd in hafte along, 
Sith at his tail, which once contain'd Bohea, 
A dreadful thund'ring canifter drew he ! 
On which a huge boar cat in triumph rode, 
Tied faft, and with his claws the maftifPs rump did goad, 
Waw ! w^w ! hoax ! ^ioax ! did fhake the trembling ground, 
The empty fchools re-echo *d all around ! 
Great was the noife, and great the people's wonder, 
For lo ! the maftiff went out Grand Compounder I 
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A clap of thunder, and a fearful (hout, 

Sounded behind ; when tacking quick about, 

I faw, from forth a tavern's mifty doors, 

Rufli out a dozen gownfmen and their whores 

In deep debate ; when lo, a buxom jade, 

Whofe pond'rous tongue above the reft had made 

Room for its conquering felf, " Shall this damn'd dog, 

44 This fcurvy inn-keeper, this mangy rogue, 

44 The devil lay his hot fcourge in his flank, 

44 Charge us for brandy that we never drank ? 

44 Ho, crabs-vifage ! How durft thou, Nincompoop, 

44 Pox fcorch thine arteries, chalk us falfely up ? 

44 And then, with adamantine forehead, fwear 

44 We, and be bliffer'd ! drank thy vinegar? 

44 Wou'd Pd a cat-o'-nine-tails in my mouth, 

44 That I might teach thee, knave, to fpeak the truth ! - 

44 Can 'ft thou ne'er make on paper thy demand, 

44 But that the devil needs muft guide thine hand ? 

44 Muft gownfmen ftill.be chous'-dand fconc'd by you, 

44 'Till or the rope, or horfe-pond hath its due?" 

At that fhe fware an oath, — fo loud a one, * 

It lhook the Prince of Demons on his throne, 

And caus'd — fo ftrong her utt'rance in her cups, — 

Hell's bitch-imps all for fear to slink their pups. 

Up leapt mine hoft upon a four-legg'd bench, 

And thus, in turn, attack'd the buxom wench : 

44 Flambeau of whoredom ! Torch of proftitiition! 

44 Thro' Falfhood's paths thy tongue doth bravely pufh on I 

44 No greater lie was yet e'er feen in print, 

" Than thou haft coinM in thy foul's fmoky mint ! 

44 Difeafes blight mute on thy beauty's leaf! 

«« Sin fweal thy youth's brief candle like a thief! 
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44 Thou'rt lighted with a pox ! burn ! burn out quick ! 

44 The devil add his wild-fire to thy wick ! 

44 Scorch not my pavement, lady, hence — begone! 

44 You and your beaded fillers every one I 

44 And as for that thy moft abufive fpeech, 

44 Embofs'd all o'er with rancour's emroids rich, 

4< I'll anfwer when my tongue is grown a goad, 

44 Each curfe a cudgel, and each damn a rod !" 

At that four merry girls— each feiz'd a peg 

That ferv'd the bench he flood on for a leg ; 

High in the air, as pale as Priam's ghoft, 

Like an heaye- offering rajs'd the aftonifii'd hoft ! 

Among the ftars the gownfmen flung their caps, 

And wide with laughter ftretcb'd tReir tipfcy chaps ; 

Some on each fide, like pall-bearers, did go, 

And fome the way with broken bottles ftrow ; 

At a pond's brink arriv'd the drunken crew, 

And in, right manfully, mine hoft they threw I 

The vefpers rang, the whores ran all up flairs — 

The gownfmen reel to bed fome, fome to pray'rs. 

Reader! who would not wifh to join a throng 
That live as merry as the day is long? 

Behold! my daddy three times fcratcht his head, 
Lifting his wig aloft, and *hus he faid: 
11 My dear, we yet fhall do the thing by halves — 
14 For Tom has wit enough to fuckle calves : — 
" If, fince his bufinefs is at Eton done, 
44 At Oxford, Love, we enter not pur fon." 
This faid, my Dad, as period to his fpeeches, 
Pull'd up, with vaft authority, his breeches : 
Mamma ftrait gave her nofe its feed of fnufF— 
And faid, 44 D'ye think our Tommy's old enough ? 

C 
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44 Dear Mr. Plumb, let's ftay another year/* 
" Damme !" quoth Dad, then, " if we do, my dear.' 
Now in the one-horfe-chair, fo fine and gay, 
Smack goes the whip ! and Diamond trots away! 
Cocks high his tail, ne'er counting who's behind — 
And gives a thorough paffage to the wind. 

Now, making water at the college gate, 
My father bids Tom not forget his hat ; 
And, for my locks did ftand an end with fear, 
Combs down upon my forehead fmooth mjr hair. 
Up flairs we go to the Vice-Chancellor ! 
My father with his chaife-whip ftrikes the door. 
Ent'ring, we make a fine low bow a-piece — 
So low, that both our nofes touch'd our ki^ees ! 
Then, lifting up our heads in awful gloom, 
We fee that nobody is in the room. 
Anon, wjth creaking fhoe, the *Vice appears, 
Whofe wig, like a vaft bolfter, sloth'd his ears- 
Lame was one leg, and t'other leg the gout 
Had feiz'd* as Heriot, on the better foot. 
For, Reader, in his younger d^ys be't known, 
He, by one leg, was out of window thrown; 
And as, by chance, he fell upon the {tones, 
He broke a legamongft fome other bones .— 
Upon his phyzz, that ripe with rubies glow'd, 
His nofe enkindl'd like a beacon flood f 
His phyzz fo red, his wig fo white, did (how, 
Like Pototaxi blazing 'midft the fnow ! 
The bloflbm of the body, lo, the face, 
Throws, like a fun-flower, more refulgent rays, 

* The Vice-Chancellor, fo called in Oxford. 
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i 
Still as around the heart, its root, the thicker 

We pour in pails of vegetable liquor. 

Quoth then old Rubicundity — " clap thy bill, 

" And fmack at every oath the Holy Bible." — 

That I the fooner might be out of pain, 

I fmack'd and fwore, and fwore and fmack'd amain ; 

And, having tied great oaths upon my head, 

Duly to keep thofe laws I never read ; 

My father rofe, and at one bow fo able, 

With vaft good manners overfet the table. 

O Reader ! were not printing fo damn'd dear, 
Td tell thee what fill*d up each glorious year, 
And how my jovial hours were fpent in fin, 
'Twixf taking my degree, and fwearing in. 

Hop, ftep, and jump, then Reader in thy thought, 
Over four years! — But, as a poet ought, 
As he the chariot drives of Poetry, 
Along the turnpike-road of Fantafy, 
To flourifh, bravely, and to crack his whip, 
Makes Tropes prance high, Hyperboles f— t and fkip ; 
Clap hot fpice nuts beneath the fmoking tails 
Of Similes ; and make them lift their ftales, 
Like barbers* poles, high tow'rds the gaudy fun, 
And fill the reader's belly full of fun ; 
As poets too, like taylors, ought to take, 
With fteady hand, nice meafure of the back- 
Side of their fubjedfc, and out of their fpeeches 
To fit as flufh as maidens' linen breeches, 
Which on their alabafter bums they wear, 
To guard their treafure from the northern air, 
Left thundering Boreas might blufter up 
Their rails and tafferels abaft the poop: 
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Behold the knitting-neqdies of my wit, 

Fair Reader, thus I put to work, to knit 

Thee a defcription of the fineft crewel, 

(I know thou wilt excufe a rhime for — ewel) ; 

Which, like a worfted night-cap — can I do more ? 

Shall fit the veiy mazzard of thy humour. 

Four times had Ceres Ihifted her ftraw bonnet, 

And ftuck ripe wheat, and oats, and barley on it ; 

Four times had Autumn, fam'd for purple hairs, 

Got drunk with Muft, and grip'd with mellow Pears ; 

Four times had Winter (help, ye Aonian witches ! ) 

Shook hail, rain, fnow, wind, thunder from his breeches ; 

Four times had Spring, a pretty dainty mifs, 

Stuck ev'ry cow-t — rd round with primrofes ; 

Four times the Sun his •chaife-and-four had driven 

Through the twelve crincum-cmnkum figns of Heav'n ; 

Four times, and to his glory be it faid, 

Had *Herfchel _foU£htth*JJjitonianmdffliy , « bedi 

Four times the dog had rais*d his tail on high, 

And tic* wind at the glowing Crab let % ; 

Four times, D — ran — n I in how great a fume 

My critic hurls his wig acrofs the Toom 1 

Like Elliot's fed-hot balls he rolls his eyes! 

See ! what black clouds upon his vifage rife I 

Mad as a tigrefs when (harp fpears provoke her, 

Hark! down he throws his fhovel, tongs, and poker i 

T. P. . 
Now, good Reviewer, why this noife and pother ? 
Was ever man in fuch a fume and fmother ? 

* Star-gazer to his Majefty. 
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REV. 
Diftradtion, Tom, and 'tis enough tp make 
A critic damn himfelf below the lake 
That rolls his waves of fire round Satan's throne, 
To read thy long-winded defcription ! 

T. P. 
O vehicle of wrath I O thundering gig, 
By Paflion's horfes drawn !-r-Pick up thy wig, 
Dear Sir, and clap him on thy fiery crown — 
Fie 1 throw no more the tongs and poker down! 

T. P. 
O mercy ! Pardon! Oons, Sir! with a pox, 
Such huge Clare-market blows would fell an ox 1 

REV. 
Now, "Sir — and if you Ukv On, £^©ll ofwood, 
This oaken candle, Tom, is fpecial good, 
And peerlefs med'cine for thy faucy bones — 
You'll know its virtue now you've try'd it once. 

O, gentle Reader ! how my (houlders ache ! 
That oaken tendril, how it clafp'd my back 1 
A plague upon them, Reader; but thefe fellows 
Will wring the fnout off of our tuneful bellows, 
That with their breath light up the forge of thought, 
And what care they, d'ye think, Sir? not one groat: 
They'll clap th' extinguifher, in their mad fit, 
Over the candle of a poet's wit ; 
And let him fhine how bright foe'er (Ah, choak it!) 
They'll turn his taper upfide down i' th' focket I 

D 
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To be put out thus, in fo cldar a glow 
QfPoefy! it is enough, I y^w, 
To make a poet fwear till his lungs crack, 
To which they're pinn'd, each mortice of his back — 
Curfe till his liver quak'd, and damn fo freely, 
Till his heart dane'd an hornpipe in his belly 1 
Holloa ! where are we, Reader? What's the text? 
Adfniggers, Sir, I was fo fhrewdly vext— 
Pox on't! Where left I off? — I have forgot — 
What, was I boiling in the foaming pot 
Of feething Fancy?— Ha! What? Phoo! Pfhaw, pfhaw J 
Hum, hum— Haw, haw — Hum, hum — Haw, haw,haw, haw. 
Now, from the glittering orient of my mind, 
Like the broad sun that leaves the fea behind i 
And o'er the dewy world, as up he goes, 

Whole WaggyPylradfi nf {Movlfr. 4M*el rtsbtca * hf OW S $ 

And, putting her black majefty to flight, 

With rosy toe doth kick the a— fe of Night — 

Beams forth my theme anew ; which, Reader, we 

Will follow mighty clofe and evenly. 

Four years, as I was faying, being paft, 

Dad, quicker than a thunder-bolt in hafte, 

Even with green clover in his very chaps, 

Swift to the one-horfe-chaife Old Di'mond ftraps : 

Now thro 1 the turnpike-gates he flogs amain — 

Old Di'mond puffs, and fweats, and prays for rain, 

To lay the dreadful clouds of duft that rife, 

Choking his throat, and blinding both his eyes ! 

Nor wrecks my father thefe, but high tow'rds Heaven, 

Laying poor Di'mond on by fix and feven, 

He lifts the fcalding whip, upright he ftands* 

Stamps with his feet, and flogs withjboth his hands ! 
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Now up thro* *High-ftreet, ftain'd with fweat and duft, 

With fpeed my father willing Di'mond pufht ; 

Up flairs he came, and with a voice that yell'd, 

" Tom 1" quoth my Dad, " Pm told that thou'rt expell'd. 9 

" Dear Sir," quoth I, with tongue as fmooth as oil, 

Twirling the taffel of my cap the while : 

lc Dear Sir, indeed, indeed it is not fo — 

i€ How does Mamma, and how does ftfter do?'* 

" Notfo? Damnation J" quoth my Dad, "and hell 1" 

" Not fo, indeed — I hope all friends are well/* 

Placing his hat and wig both on the table, 

And ordering Diamond calmly to the ftable, 

Juft as if nothing then had been the matter, ' 

My father took the jourden, and made water. 

In the mean time I fat on twenty pins> 
And running over in my mind my fins, 
Thought I, for which of all my noble deeds 
Is it that thus my reputation bleeds ? — 

My father, having foundly rubb'd his head, 
And face and cycs 9 put on his wig, and faid : 
" Wou*d that I'd never font thee, Tom, to college! 
" Tis not the Ihop for men to purchafe knowledge r 
" Here boys, that come well-grammar'd from the fchook,, 
" Are melted down and founded into fools. 
" In Oxford vainly fathers place their hopes 1 
<f The cradle and the nurfery of fops I 
" How many a father, curfed in that name I 
" May of his fon with how much truth exclaim, 
41 A better fcholar never came from fchool, 
u From college never came a greater fool ! 

* The grand entrance into Oxford. 
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* f Plump, healthy from our arms we fend our fons, ' 

" For fin and riot here to pick their bones ! 

•' Hail, Oxford ! hail, academy of cooks ! 

c< Here fcholars deeper are in tradesmen's books 

" Than Tully's Offices, or Euclid's Rules, 

€i And oftener feen in ftables than in fchools ! 

" Who, than on fcience wifelier fpend their breath, 

" Difpute who's in firft at a fox's death ! 

" And, leaving Prifcian's bruifed ikull alone, 

" O'er fix-b*r-gates more nobly crack their own ! 

*' Shame on their hearts who hold the rod of law, 

" Guard not the good, nor keep the bad in awe! 

" Who, trufted with the fovereign med'eine, feed, 

" But not corned:, the plague that riots breed ! 

41 Shame that fuch weeds fhou'd in this garden grow, 

" Shame that rich Foil Siou'd lie negledted iol 

44 Shame that rank vice thefe fplendid tow'rs fhou'd ftain! 

" And fcience finking, cry for help in v»inl 

" Shame that this fpring of fcience thus fhould be 

44 Clouded in its bright fource with infamy ! 

€i Shame that thofe healthful laws, an awful truft, . 

" Fram'd by that royal hand, now fidl'n to duft, 

" Strcw'd with oblivion's allies, ihuffied by, 

" Devoqr'd by worms, ihou'd, like their founder, lie!* 1 * 

With that he ftampt, and ftalkt about the room, 
And from his thund'ring jaws he threw the foam. 
Aye, Reader, ftampt fo loud with his thick boot, 
That down the chimney fell a peck of foot ! 

" Dear Pa," quoth I, €C what other gentlemen 
€i May have— you have no reafon to complain. 

# King Alfred. 
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" Remember what a bear you brought to town; 

c< See, Sir ! look here, Sir ! What a beau Pm grown 1 

Dad, tow'rds the cieling cafting up his eye, 

Breath'd from his lungs a whirlwind of a figh ! 

A figh, which, Reader, fans the fmalleft doubt, 

Had blown at once a fcore of candles out ! 

If anfo be upon a table they 

Had placed been in fit and meet array. 

Charging his throat then with a ghaftly oath ; 

" Damnation !" quofh toy father ; " Faith and troth 1 

44 Fire and confufion ! Ramcats! Blood and thunder I 

<c Tadpoles, that hells black bulrufhes lurk under ! 

" Goblins ! Hobgoblins ! Fiends of every hue ! 

" Cock and hen furies ! Devils black and blue ! 

" Milk'd I for this the brave old cow, my purfe 

" Dry and be d d, to put thee forth to nurfe 

if To Alma mater ? turn'd my canvas bags 
«' Sheer infide out to buy thee meat and rags ? 
if Til*d I thy pate for this with velvet cap, 
" Thatch'd I thy gracelefs back with filken nap ; 
" That you, ye rogue, might cut a rigadoon, 
€t And cry," look Pa, how great a beau Pm grown? 
" Sent I my gold to buy the feed of vice, 
" To fow thy mind with crops of fopperies, 
' « To ftock that foil with weeds fo bafe and low, 
" Where noble erudition's grain fhould grow ? 
M 'Sdeath, Tom, I fcnt thee healthy, hale and red — 
" Tranfplanted thee from EtonVnurfery-bed, 
" A lufly flioot ! but now thou'rt fuch a fop, 
*' A man might fwear thy mother with a mop 
41 Had play'd me falfe! — So thin a thing ihou'd rather 
" Have than a man, a mop-stick for its father! 

E 
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€t Stout as the portly maces born by beadles — 
" Where are thofe legs ? — melted to knitting needles ! 

<c Thofe arms fo ftrong, hewn out of Englifh oak, 7 

f< May now compare with the thin delicate fpoke 
€i Of a new phaeton-wheel ! or with the twig 
44 Wherewith fpruce Mr. Shapely drives his gig ! 
ft Odfol the flefli that like rich velvet once 
4< Cloth'd thofe two meagre, flaring, (harp cheek bones, 
" Where rofy health and fatnefs laughing fate,. 
cc Accurs'd debauchery hath pick'd and ate f 
Some that to ftudy are too much inclin'd, 
14 As poor in body ftill grow rich in mind ; 
<c No treafury thou of Science haft in ftore, 
4i But art in mind as well as carcafe poor! 
44 Bare ftand the walls of thy unfurnifti'd head, 
4C As of that fchool where WallLeflures* are read X 

44 Thofe walk^ttherp Sripnre^ ever-pxecinus vine. 

*' Shou'd hang her cluft'ring fruitage, of the wine- 

4C Of Wifdom rich o'er-teeming, ftand as bare 

4i As garden walls expos M to Northern air ; 

« 4 Where here and there a bit of Hyffop fhows 

41 Her meagre root, and barren Groundfell grows. Mfc 

At that my father, mindlefs of my age, 

Seiz'd on the chaife-whip in a dreadful rage,, 

As feeming, well inclined to embofs 

My back, like Di'monds, with St. Andrew's Crofs. 

Smacking the thong, 44 Behold/ 1 quoth Dad, " your Wor- 
44 fliip, 

€i Before your Father Confeffor, this horfe»-whip ; 

44 Speak — How haft thou laid out the fum of Time 

44 Since firft thou heard'ft the bells of Ox ford chime?" 

* So called, fince no man attends them except the Reader. 
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Trembling, Quoth I, "In whoring, drinking, fwearing*. 

14 Blafpheming, gaming, riding, ranting, tearing, 

" Docking of punks, rib-roafting of the prodtors, 

' ' Debauching wives and daughters of the dodlors j, 

t€ Flinging of maftiffc into china-ihops, 

f< Nailing duns wigs on doors, and flicks like mops-; 

" Driving ftage-coaches 'till the fplinter bars 

" Crackt, and tum'd up girls* backfides tow'rds the ftars; 

•' Smacking of whips, and lhouting in quadrangles; 

" Boxing in High-ftreet, fringing ticks and brangles; 

" Stringing the Quads * with threads of twine at night,. 

" And planting bed -makers their tails upright;. 

" Setting of dogs together by the ears, 

" Sowing boar-cats in tutor's pillow-biers ; 

41 Hanging of baftard-children at men's doors, 

44 In oyfter-barrels, ducking common whores ; 

" -f: Catting in chapel, flinging fquibs and crackers, 

44 'Midft tallow-chandler's Ihops, and candle makers; 

44 Keeping of horfes, grooms at livery ftables, 

44 Sticking fhe-fcouts to th* walls at night like play-bills 1 

44 Drefling, perfuming, railing Taylor's bills, 

44 Scouring of bawdy-houfes, fwall'wing pills ; 

44 Breaking of laws, doors, windows, and men's heads, 

" Flying of cats with bladders off the leads; 

44 Crufhing of tables, chairs in coffee-houfes* 

44 Drinking rich father's deaths in deep caroufes;; 

44 Raking of kennels and of hell" — at that 

My father rais'd his eyes up tow'rds his. hat ; 

Turn'd pale, as if his blood began to freeze, 

And drop this chin a yard below his knees! 

# Per Apocopen pro Quadrangle. 
+ An Oxford word for vomiting after debauch* 
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Now to his cheeks returned the affrighted blood, 
Yet ftill Papa, in trance wide-ftaring flood : 
Wide-ftaring, Reader, juft as if he wou'd 
Have pull'd the triggers of his eyes, and (hot, 
With their fierce balls, poor Tom upon the fpot ! 
Then fware an oath, which, nor a bufhel-bafket ; 
No, Reader, nor thy wife's largeft clothes-flafket 
Might well contain for fize ; then, in a fume, 
-Dad bangM the door at once, and left the room. 
Even as a lamp-poft, upright did I ftand — 
.And, good Reviewer, hail thou feen a land 
All flaring ftuck with hop-poles ? Thus my hair, 
Briftlipg aloft, did raife itfelf for fear I 
And, Critics, dreadful to behold, my queue; 
Will you believe me ? — Stood ere&ed too ! — 

Explicit Tom*. 

* Tom Deriv. a Ttyw. Seco. 
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TOM PLUMB's EPILOGUE to his POEM. 



L 

IN OW fomc grave Critic having read, 

With much fagacity, my fpeeches,- 
Raifing his wig, firft rubs his head, 

Then, with fage look, pulls up his breeches. 

n. 
" Tom Plumb !" methinks I hear thee roar— 

" A faucier dog ne'er wore a tail ! 
" Brethren ! this is that fon of a whore 

" Who dar'd to bang us with his flail 1 

m. 
«• Snap'ft thou at critics' heels, thou cur ? 

«« The dangerous heels of critic-afles ? 
«« We'll roaft thy ribs ! well comb thy fur! 

" Thou dog I thou mongrel of Parnaflus! 

" We'll tofs thee in our crkic blanket, 

4 « High above Pegafean flight ! 
" Thou fhalt, when fall'n, cry « God be thanked !* 

•• If, by good luck, thy bones are right. 

v. 
" Fill'd with large ratt'ling pebble-ftones,. 

<• We'll lafli a tin-can to thy tail, 
" Then put a cudgel to thy bones, 

" Hoot thee flieer through Parnaflus' vale." 
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VI. 

At critic gri»dftorte <we tfhj?» fcofe . J/ ; 

Will grind as fharp as apy razor ! 
We'll teach thee gem'ine&^e-alMt&i 

«« Thou'lt fnarl at us, then, wilt thou? Ha f Sir!" 

vn. 
Grind Tom ? aye, matters* griot his wit: 

Thus fait for your own backs a rod ; 
Til prove a fword, mod apt and £t # 

In your wives* hands a veiy goad. 

vm. 
They pour forth trtetts of complaints I 

Swear that you write and read in bed—* 
Invoke whole waggon4*tds of faints 
. To fling down vbngeanot pa jromr beadj_ : 

IX. 

They lie in bed and curfe the While, 
Lie ftill as mice till they Ve the cramp ! 

Stir but a foot they fpill your oil, 
And overturn the critic laxttp! 

x - 

ff Who'd be Reviewer's* wives ?* they roar— * 

M Better had we led 3j>es in hell !" 
Critics, ho ! loom's the fon of a whore — 
If thefe tales to yourtionour telll • 

XI. ' 
•• But, MafterPlumW, wi&" all your joking, 

" Pray, Sir, what is all this to you ? 
•' Your nofe thus ,in our ggrfets poking 

" Whilft we aretmfy in review ? 
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What ! if to do our pn&tic dttty, 
" We needs muft leave our private undone, 
41 Muft that be fung— the devil fhoot ye, 
44 From three -legg'd ftools all over London ¥* 

xm. 
My little tenement's in air. 

And, though I fay*t f as high as yours f 
I cannot write or deep, I fwear, 

Your children fquall £o at all hours 1 

XIV, 

And vafUy dang'rous 'tis, Adfdeathl 

To load your Rucgs with fuch huge folia.. 

Much bruis'd are your poor tabes beneath. 
Etymologicons .and Scholia i 

XV. 

Sirs ! tell me not I write bad vetfes—** 

Amid fuch diabolic aoife— 
What, with your wives loud roaring curies* 

Your tumbling books, and bellowing boys* 

XVL 
I'm more a madman than a poet f 

By Phoebus' blood I tell ye true : 
By the fame blood the world fhall know it f 

Mom, noon, and night — the devil's to da ! 

XVII. 

Twas t'other night — nay out it comes — 
So keep your paws from off my beard :— 

Stop not the door-way to my gums— 
Upon my foul I will be heard I — • 
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xvm, 
*Twas t'other night my next-door-neighbour-— 

A critic true as ever writ, 
Beneath a Broomstaff felt hard labour— 

A wooden dofe his wife thought fit. 

XIX. 

Againft the ftomach and the bones 
A huge two-fhoulder'd flag! to force 

Off Zoilus— whofe ruthful. groans 

Might pierce the garbage of a horse ! 

XX. 

Tom, in that hour, in fweeteft trance, 
Was dallying with his coming mufe: 

D — n — n I off fhe fet for France — 

At the firft bang fheJeft Jhe houfel 

XXI. 

Into the fire I flung my pen, 

And pluck'd thereout the red-hot poker, 
To part th* unhappieft of men 

From fpoufe, and bade a, halter choak her! 

XHT. . 

" WeU, Mafter Plumb, if this be^tfue, 

" Be pleas'd to fhut your faucy ^hops, 
" Is't fit, d'ye think, that all we do 

Shou'd be proclaimed on the house-tops V 



M 



xxm. 
Sage gem'men, that with pain and oil 

Review the offspring of men's brains, 
That grin, and fquint, and fweat, and toil, 

To find out falfe points, fpots, and ftains : 
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XXIV. 

Ye that rare critic moufe-traps lay; 

Each wand'ring fyllable to catch ; 
And, with your peerlef? mafter-key, 

That regulate each poet's watch; * 

XXV. 

Ye that with fmall-tooth critic-combs, 
For errors loufe each poet's head, 

And when in vain your engine roams— 
For joke-fake often ftrike him dead* 

XXVI. 

Ye that our wooden blockheads cleave 
With critic beetle and hard wedges j 

Their nefts, where warbling poets weave, 
For wit's eggs, fearch Parnaffus' hedges j 

,xxvn. \ 

O ye that prune the poet's wing, 

By cutting out the primeft feather — 
Teach poets a new. way to fing, 

Cruihing the wind-pipes clofe together $ 

xxvm. 
Break -all our elbows, a fure way, 

Old women hold, to mend our finging J 
On critic-racks, and make us bray 

As loud as pigs do whilft they're ringing; 

XXIX. 

Pluck authors* ears and' tweak their nofes, 
With lefs remorfc than men pull grapes, 

Or kidney-beans, or pears, or rofes — 

And give them huge bangs on the chaps ; 



Digiti 



zed by GoOgle 



Pull off their liair with as much meity 

As cows or horfes gracing* grafs I . 
Caft on a rifing wit ,a £erce eye, 

And tie his legs to t fpoil his xaqe*. . 

Xxxl 
Cut patterns out of too, and pick , \ " 

Great holes in ev'ry authors coatf : ' 
Search poet's ca^dljes to. the wick, 

Tell which burns brightly, and which nbt* 

xxxn* 
Ye that with critic ypds ^11 fcoufge ; * .-;-.■ 

Like mad Apollo's roajfiqg boys j / 
Their lungs with <*itic >Gomfks; purge j v / « 

That kick $heir aife.tp roeod thsir vpicej 



** 



A^wiiet your fowling wives tndl>rat$J * ** .. 

Poffefs'in peace -your -attic floiriesi j J-\ •> 

Or o*ls ;jnd poets, bats, and «ts# ; 

Will ne'er h|ve raft *by -the Soi's .glories I* /// 



j 
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